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REFLECTIONS ON A SUNDAY MORNING 


Copyright 1996 by Fraser Wheaton 


LITTLE BLACK WHEELS 


There are little black wheels 
on the top of my umbrella, 
that roll me along the sky. 
But if it rains too hard 

my wheels will rust, 

and all of my dreams will die. 


LIFE 


Long dark corridors 

carpet in the hall 

chandelier a ghostly glow, 
shadows on the wall. 

The wind makes A deathly howl 
leaves are blowing bye, 
raindrops hit my window 

mother natures fearful cry. 

I'm not alone, 

but a million miles away 

drifting off in a far away dream, 
floating further every day. 

A mystifying existence 

not knowing where you are headed, 
afraid that you'll one day become 
the very thing you've dreaded. 


OUR CHILDREN 


Small bags of candy 
wrappers on the floor, 
tiny shoes and little coats 
hung up by the door. 


Little children all inside 
laughing, filled with joy, 
little hearts with 

little fears, as time 

slips slowly bye. 


A schoolhouse filled with children 
is our world's greatest hope, 

the walls we build, 

they tear down like 

skiers down a slope. 


Our children learn from our mistakes 
sometimes out of necessity. 

If they are taught to keep the faith 
then just maybe, they will see. 


May tomorrow's children 
be more astute 
then yesterday's men. 


MINE EYES 


Mine eyes are a window 

for my mind to see the sun. 

The thoughts bring forth golden daggers 
to pierce me before I run. 

I can close my eyes 

and draw the blinds 

to capture a moment, 

and place it in my heart 

forever. 


THE MORNING AFTER 


My head is throbbing, 
my clothes are gone. 
I wish to hell 

I'd kept them on. 


I look across 

to see a disaster. 

Did she sleep here all night? 
I'm afraid to ask her. 


She has a mustache 

and four double chins, 

if only someone had warned me 
about the effect of all those gins. 


Her hair is school bus yellow 
her eyes are neon green, 
without a doubt she must be 
the ugliest thing I ever seen. 


My words to you should listen 
don't wind up here like me, 
keep a lock on your pants 

and don't ever let her see. 


THE FIRST HIT IS FREE 


To those who believe 

but can not perceive 

the chaos and disorder, 

I call you to stand up. 

To those who think they are free 
but will never fully see 

the chains that hold them down. 
If you see the light 

through the dark of night, 

reach out and touch 

the one you are near. 

The bottom of the glass 

stands over a field of grass, 

yet it breaks 

on rocks of broken fossils. 

The dealer brings us 

gifts of addiction. 

Happiness soon leads 

to corruption of the soul. 


HAVE YOU SEEN........ 


Magic pen, 
write me a song. 
A song to sing for you 
not alone, 
never alone. 


Deep are the forests of 
diamonds, 
unfriendly are the seas of hope. 
Have you seen them? 
come with me 
run with me. 
Let us look at the stars 
together. 


FIVE and ONE HALF HOURS 


Wind on the water 

gentle breezes blow 

far and away. 

Inside, the monsters grow weary. 
Promise me no promises 

but I wish I could ease 

the pain in your heart. 

Away from you when 

you need me, 

here sometimes when 

I am better gone. 

It seems my purpose 

just isn't being filled 

here among the ghosts 

and creatures of black death. 

If my loneliness does not kill me, 
then the thought of yours 

surely will. 

The heart scars beyond repair 
when all the tools to fix it 

are miles, and sometimes lifetimes 
away. 


THERE'S SO MANY WAYG........ 


There's so many ways I could show you I love you 
But sometimes it's so hard to do. 

I know that I've failed at so many things 

But heres a little song just for you. 


There are stars in the night 

That never shine as bright 

As my love, is for you today. 

There is no way I could ever mistrust you 
Or do things to lead me astray. 


Without you I'm alone 
So lonesome and blue 
And I need, 

The things that you give. 
Whenever I fall, 

Your there to pick me up 
Lady I need you to live. 


You are my world 

Through you I see it all, 

The laughter, the tears and the joy. 
I know that I've found 

What I've been looking for; 

The love of a girl and a boy. 


There's so many ways I could show you I love you 
But sometimes it's so hard to do. 

I know that I've failed at so many things 

But heres my little song just for you. 


Radiant Almond Purple Emeralds 


We lay there together 

on a bed of white sand 

As the darkness creeps over, 
I reach for her hand. 


Her mouth said no 

Her eyes said yes, 

so I let go her hand 

and reached for her chest. 


Through the screams 

and the punches 

I undid her shrrt, 

"C'mon baby, this won't hurt." 


She pushed 

and we scuffled, 

with a scarf 

Her screams I muffled. 


I told her to hush 
everything's alright, 
then I grabbed her wrists 
and pulled her tight. 


When it was over 
she never spoke, 
just sat and cried, 
I called it a joke. 


She heard me laugh 

and looked me in the eye, 
she stood up and said 
"it's time you die." 


She reached for her coat 
and pulled out a gun, 

I never even 

Had time to run. 


With a hole in my heart 

I dropped to the floor, 

she looked back with a smile 
as she walked through the door. 


BOOKS 


Books, books, wherever I turn, 

I wish someday, they'd all just burn. 

The readers all sit engulfed in trance, 

brains amok in primal dance. 

Expand the mind, travel time and space, 

eat the words, they disappear without a trace. 
Read the words of a dying race. 

Heaven must be a far better place. 

This house of books, its bindings glare, 

I wish it vanish into thin air. 

Books of travel, books of tale, 

books of flight and books of sail. 

Books of health, books of pain, 

books, those books I so destain. 

I really care not, if read no more, 

four years of college have made them such a bore. 
It's not the learning, that ails me so 

but the tiresome hours, that have killed the glow. 


TOILET TISSUE 


There you lay 

all alone, 

on the wall 

beside the throne. 
Hanging there 

so pure and white, 
as soft as cotton 
and just as light. 

I won't need you 
'Till my job is done, 
then I'll tear some off 
and wipe my bum. 


SUICIDAL PRAYER 


I may not reach heaven, 
but I'll see the other side. 
Away from all the pain, 
in peace I will abide. 


I DON'T UNDERSTAND YOU 


Thin wire and lights of blue, 

through the dark shaded lens 

I see only a small part of you. 

The rest lies hidden, inside your soul 
deep in the dark recesses of your heart, 
the hatred has taken its toll. 

What are you thinking in your own little world 
of ice and wind and rain? 

The coldness of the morning 

lends loneliness to a life that's slowly 
driving me insane. 


UNTITLED 


The more 
I see, 
The less 
I understand, 
Of things 
That are 
More or 
Less stupid. 
If I 
Stop looking 
Maybe, the 
Truth 
Will 
Come back. 


IN YOUR EYES 


When I see a strangers eyes 

I wonder what they have seen. 

Have they suffered? 

Has their view been charred 

by pain and misery? 

Or has their world been an unbelievable 
sea of happiness? Days, waves 

of refreshing moments in time. 


In your eyes I see 

the absurdities of life. 

Windows to a world of unknown 
pleasures and heartaches. 

The pain of today maybe gone tomorrow 
but the scars are beyond reach. 


VIDEO GAME JUNKIE 


My video game is on the blink 
Now I'm lost, I'm bored 

My God just think, 

The pain and punishment 

I'll have to endure 

If I can't get it fixed, 

I'll die for sure. 

I'm a video game junkie 

I can't even read, 

But give me my sega 

And I'm a genius indeed. 

But now my game is gone wacky 
What ever will I do? 

Guess I'll watch some T.V. 
Maybe, Star Trek or Kung Fu. 


IT SURE GOT COLD IN TEXAG........ 


Baby swore she'd always be there 
till the end of time. 

She'd warm the world I live in 
on the coldest, darkest night. 

She told me that she'd love me 
be my shelter in a storm. 

She'd be the one I'd count on 

to keep me safe and warm 


But it sure got cold in Texas 

on the fourth of July. 

She closed the door and left me 
and I don't even know why. 
The winds of change blow cold 
against the hurt I feel inside. 
Yes it sure got cold in Texas 
on the fourth of July. 


I always tried my best 

to be the man that she could love. 
We'd travel this road together 
guided by the hand above. 

Now that warm summer wind 
takes me somewhere that I can't go 
and where my sunshine went 

I guess I'll never know. 


And it sure got cold in Texas 
on the fourth of July. 

She closed the door and left me 
and I don't even know why. 

The winds of change blow cold 
against the hurt I feel inside. 
Yes it sure got cold in Texas 

on the fourth of July. 

Oh, my world got cold in Texas 
on the fourth of July. 


GROWING UP 


Silver and gold 

brings fortune I'm told. 

Little puppies and children 

and a house with a nice white fence. 
Candy apples and melted chocolate, 

stains the wonder lust we have as children. 


SHE SITS 


She sits on a cold concrete step 
looking back at what is gone. 

The time she spent in school 

rushes through her thoughts 

like a truck bearing down on 

a small wild creature. 

She married the local football star 
who grew up to be a local menace. 
Eighteen years raising a child who 
doesn't even call anymore. 

Sixteen hours in labor can not 

even come close to the pain she feels, 
when she looks at a life full of 
shame and hurt. But she must 
forget all of that now. She has 

her future to look forward to. 
Living alone in a rundown hell hole 
full of nightmares and shadows, 
empty cupboards and a cold pillow. 


THE ADVENTURES OF LITTLE JACK PANDLE 


"Come, come for dinner Little Jack Pandle, 
your beans are getting cold." 
"I'm coming, I'm coming," said Little Jack Pandle, 
"beans are better when they are old. 
I was playing in the garden with sand 
and flowers too. 
Here, here is a rose, 
I picked it just for you." 
"Why thank you Little Jack Pandle 
your heart is too, too kind. 
When I picture a red, red rose 
it is you who comes to mind." 
"Guess, guess who I saw 
talking by the fence? 
It was old man Bob and Charlie Green 
but they weren't making any sense." 
"Go on, go on my dear little man, 
tell me what they said." 
"Oh my, oh my it sounded awful 
‘bout someone who was dead." 
"Dead, dead, that sounds so strange, 
who did they say was gone?" 
"I could not tell, I couldn't tell 
the word they used was long. 
It sounded like deviltry or quivelry 
or something that I so dread. 
Oh now I know just what it was, 
it was Chivalry that was dead." 


IN THE MORNING 


In the morning when the sun shines 

heavy on the cold steel, 

her hot hand grips where her breast used to be. 

The devils disease has stolen her soul. 

She feels somehow lessened, 

not quite the sign of womanhood that she used to be. 
They tell her it doesn't matter, the demon is gone now, 
but she knows inside that she will never be the same. 
Nothing is the same. 

Courageous in the eyes of her friends 

but her mind is lost in a world of fear 

and hurt. 


SHE CLOSED HER EYES IN DREAM 


She closed her eyes in dream 

of days when her life meant something. 
Now she clings to anything, 

anyone who will listen. 

I tell her not to worry, 

she's in the arms of someone who loves her. 
But her pain is never ending 

so she closes her eyes in dream. 


THE TRUTH 


Lend me your ears for a moment, 

and I'll give you a lifetime of learning. 

Let me borrow your eyes for a second, 
and I'll show you the truth of man. 

In the days when West Country merchants 
stole the souls from the men they owned, 
shadows walked in darkness, 

and ships anchors clung still to the sea bottom. 
Labor and toil meant nothing 

as the salt water swept away heartache 
and pride. 

No man can prosper 

when progress tears at your soul 

like a knife tears meat from bone. 

Burning embers were once trees 

growing strong in the forest. 


LAYING ON FIR BOWS... 


Laying on vur bows I 
see the world as it was 
meant to be seen; 
Through the eyes of an 
old man who has lived 
his life. A life of both 
toil and leisure, of pain 
and heartache that sits 
side by side with tenderness 
and overwhelming joy. 
Laying on vur bows I 
see the world as it was 
meant to be seen. 
Those of us who sit idle 
lose sight of the prize. 


DOGS AND DANDELIONS 


Dogs and dandelions 
candy and gum, 
bows and arrows 
whiskey andrum. 


Mittens and money 

hot coffee and eggs, 
daylight and darkness 
pretty hair and shapely legs. 


The things we see 
have run amok, 
creatures stand still 
in spite of the clock. 


COME FLY THE FRIENDLY SKIES 


Look! 

I'm flying. 

High above the clouds I soar 
all I hear is the engine roar, 
the stewardess is such a bore, 
any one for coffee? 


I read a book and watch 

the others in their incoherent conversation 
and deep thoughts, 

as they drink wine 

and eat their peanuts. 


I wonder how fast 

this plane would crash, 
if the pilot died 

of unknown causes. 


"Hey mister, 
are you a frequent flier?" 
"Yes sir, I've been everywhere." 
"Then maybe you know my aunt in France." 
The clouds come closer 
as the craft descends, 
my ears clog up 
and CRACK, they're open again. 


As the earth gets closer 
a man in a black suit 
asks for one more drink, 
"I'm meeting my wife at the airport!" 


With a BOOM, the wheels 
hit the runway, 

my flight is over. 

The people all scatter, 
now everyone is back 

to their rushed pace 

and dour faces. 


TWO BLOCKS 


Two blocks down there is a man dying. 
Two blocks down there is a woman crying. 
Two blocks down sitting there in the street, 
is a homeless child with nothing to eat. 


Yes, two blocks down things aren't clear. 

The streets are full but no one hears 

the cries of the needy and the darkness that they're in, 
as the life of another unwanted tries to begin. 


Two blocks up the sun is shining. 

Two blocks up everyone is smiling. 
Two blocks up sit the lucky few, 

the lawyers and bankers and well to do. 


But if you look inside the lucky exterior, 
you may just find something inferior. 

A world so different from what we all see; 
a world of pain and misery. 


Because two blocks up there sits alone, 

a man in a mansion with no one else home. 
He sheds a tear reflecting on life, 

as his shaky hand grips a knife. 


WITH A GUN, 
THERE IS NO FEAR OF NOT HAVING AN IMPACT. 


THE ADDICTION SENTENCE 


Kiss of death 
fields of fire, 
heres to chemicals 
take me higher. 


The razors sharp 
the day is dull, 
suck it in 

fry your skull. 


No one cares 

the world falls, 
everyone is high 

as destruction calls. 


But from the top 

you can only slide 
down, down, down 
your life has been fried. 


So heres to drugs 
and all they do; 
destroy the lives 
of me and you. 


WRAPPED AROUND HER FINGER 


A bird in a cage 
that's never fed. 

A dog on a leash 
that's never petted. 


A singer on a stage 

with no one to hear, 

the words in his heart 
don't come out quite clear. 


The love that you give 
is more than you get, 
too soft to get angry 
too hurt to forget. 


But like tears on a page, 
your feelings dry 

with one little kiss, 
and a simple lie. 


WHAT DID HE JUST SAY? 


Bring me some tea. 

I need love. 

Are there any worms here? 
Spiders web on my foot. 
Oh, no! Another homeless spider, 
just what the world needs. 
Shirts and sweaters, 

hung in a row 

these are the seeds 

she sows my pants. 

Holes where my wallet 
wore through. 

The ring slips 

off my finger 

easier then it went on. 
Foreign delights 

waiting to be held. 

Hold me. 

I'm falling. 

The hole gets deeper every night. 
Not now, my pen is dry. 

I went to buy shoes, 

I bought knives, 

and guns. 

Who cares? 


WORDS IN THE WIND 


There is a crowd standing in a field I see, 
all of them are staring at me. 

I'm on a stage looking down, 

as I begin to talk I hear no sound. 


The autumn trees sway with the wind, 

as the people stand hushed, taking it in. 

All of my words addressed to the masses, 

on top of my stage, looking over my reading glasses. 


Then slowly they start to leave, 

one by one, for they don't believe 

the things I say seems to hurt their ears, 
I'm resurrecting forbidden fears. 


In a space of time I am left alone, 

standing on my stage, my sacred throne. 

Though I keep on reading as the autumn winds blow, 

I really care not if no one hears from the ground below. 


A CHILD'S VIEW 


The pumpkin orange 
and faded green, 

the dropping of leaves 
and smiles 

paint the scene. 


Cool fresh air 

and little faces all aglow, 
trees in the background 
row by row. 


Her eyes light up 

with a child's twinkle, 
only the young appreciate 
the simple things. 


Mother and dad 
watch with a smile, 
their God given 
new born child 


So full of enthusiasm 
to explore the world, 
as she flashes a grin 
for the camera. 


COME FLY WITH ME 


Fly, 

I want to fly. 

Fly, fly 

through the night sky. 
Your love makes me fly. 
Your love makes me cry. 
Hop on the dream, 

hop on the dream of love; 
where you and me are forever, 
flying together forever. 
Watching the stars, 

fly past Mars 

into a world, 

a world of just us, 

a world of total trust. 

Fly, don't you want to fly? 
fly through the day, 

fly through the night, 

fly with our love, 

our love in flight 

Our love is eternal 

our hearts are light, 

come fly with me 

our love is in sight. 


ETERNAL JUSTICE 


The law man wanted justice 
and the cowboy, revenge. 
They set off together 

across Harper's Ridge. 


Their prey was Johnny, 

murder was his crime. 

He killed the cowboy's wife 
when she refused his good time. 


Now Johnny was runnin' 

over the desert he sped, 

he knew that if he stopped 

in a short time he would be dead. 


The law man and the cowboy 
tracked him day and night, 
stopping only when necessary 
anticipating the fight. 


It was midnight when they found him 
and the gunfight occurred. 

All the anger and frustration 

was venged without a word. 


No one returned from that battle 

and no one really knows, 

but their ghosts are said to walk the night 
still exchanging blows. 


DOWN BY THE SEASHORE 


Down by the seashore 

I saw an old man walking, 
staring out at the waves 

saying everything without talking. 
His pipe was smoldering 

and his feet were wet, 

he didn't seem to notice 

and didn't care I bet. 

I said "Hello", 

and he returned my words 

but that was all. 

He never even looked at my presence. 
I could not help but wonder 
what his thoughts were 

and how he really felt; 

How he was handling 

the card's he had been dealt. 
He just kept on walking 

and looking out to sea, 

as the waves splashed his feet 
and his soul strained to be free. 


DRIVING ALONG...... 


Driving along the street 
there are madmen 

and lunatics. 

People with nowhere to go. 


One kid sees our car, 

his eyes rolled back 

with acid awareness. 

He stumbles toward us 
languidly, incoherent movements. 
Pointing, 

troubled child. 

We drive on by. 

He watches us leave 

then, follows the next car. 
Stoned death games. 


STRENGTH 


Today it rained on 

the flowers in my yard. 
Just a little drop, 

not very hard. 

My flowers grew 

to be just like you; 

strong, but only from 

the outside. 

Inner peace is a matter 

of the mind. 

Inner strength comes slowly 
you will find, only to those 
who live through ad vers ity. 


END OF THE ROAD 


The mountains they crumble 
and roll to the sea, 

the birds fly against their cages 
straining to be free. 


The wind shakes the trees 
and the leaves slowly fall. 
It's all over 

I've been through it all. 


The night it turns dark 
and the clouds turn grey. 
There is only so much, 
nothing left to say. 


The future is coming, 
the past is gone. 

The present is here 
but not for long. 


Each day is a journey 

Down life's lonely road, 
death sometimes comes easy 
when you carry a load. 


JENNIFER 


A rose has its petals, 

the morning brings the dew. 
The rain brings a rainbow, 
but I've got you. 


You're all that I need, 
you set everything right. 
Your presence around me 
sets my heart a-light. 


Your beauty brings life 

to a dull hour, 

your smile enlightens 
with overwhelming power 


You are the reason I wake 

and my last thought at night, 
although I am not always with you 
my heart has you in sight. 


When I need you to be there 
you always are, 

in my mind you'll always 

be heavens brightest star. 


SOMEDAY 


When I was a boy 

people said things that 

made no sense to me. 

They just said, 

"someday you will understand." 
Well I am a man now 

and things make even less sense 
now then they did back then. 


It would appear that someday never comes. 


I CAN'T IMAGINE 


I want so badly, 

to stand up and talk 
to the people, 

but I can not imagine 
what I'd have to say. 


DESERT SHIELD 


There's children playing in the sand, 
dangerous war games are at hand. 

They're playing games that no one wins 

in a fight for freedom against 

other nations sins. 

Bombs, bombs, from planes they drop, 

our children are fighting to 

stay on top. 

The president says the time has come, 

he's had his chance and then some. 

In and out , this is not Vietnam. 

We are better prepared to deliver the bomb. 
Our air raids proved hopeful and 

our targets were hit, as daybreak now comes 
what will be next? 

There are mothers glued to the T.V. in prayer, 
placing their children in God's gentle care. 
"Come here daddy," a little daughter cries 
because daddy's a part of Desert Storm, 

in the air he flies. 

The ground soldiers are waiting 

for their next command, but lets all pray 
for peace and give our boys a hand. 


COLD FROZEN STONE 


In the cold frozen nowhere, I found a cold frozen stone. 

I picked it up and threw it at the stars. 

But the stars threw it back cause it didn't sparkle like they did. 
Then I threw it at the moon, 

and the moon only laughed and said, 

"Your little cold stone isn't big enough to stand along by my 
side." 

For the first time, my little stone looked back and said, 
"Hey, don't you know that I don't fit in." 

Precious are those that don't fit in 

because they are special 

so, I kept my little cold stone and now it's part of me.... 
making me special. 


DEAR GOD 


I'm sending you my father 
because I know you love him so. 

I know that you will care for him 
although it hurt to see him go. 


Take him in your arms dear Lord 
and tell him that it's O.K. 

He don't have to worry about us, 
we'll be with him again someday. 


THE ROAD TO NOWHERE 


The rhyme is a rhythm 
the rhythm is a rhyme, 
you see it happen 

time after time. 

Everyone listens 

but no one hears, 

they see your face 

but not the tears. 

When the darkness is over 
and the daylight shows, 
you see the river 

and the water flows. 
Idols everywhere 
pictures through glass, 
the question why? 

is all you ask. 

But while the music plays 
that familiar song, 
everyone listens 

as the drum beats on. 


DRIFTWOOD 


The sea's drown the driftwood 
floating upon the tide 

with no one noticing 

the death and darkness, 
sorrow and shame 

not really knowing 

who's to blame. 


The fear in your eye's as 

you stand alone wondering what 
happened to the time that's gone. 
The time ahead an empty space, 

an empty space with no place to go. 


Why run? 

When it's always there 

wherever you turn it's 

so unfair. The waves tumble in 

and crash the rocks, 

the driftwood gets chipped and worn, 
and crowds no longer flock. 


DAD 


Saturday moming and it's growing cold 
although I'm but twenty, the pain makes me old. 
I look out my window and all I see 

is a world of pain and misery. 

Cold, cold snow fall on a earth of frost. 

Little snowflakes could never know the great thing I've lost. 
The darkness of a door closing in my heart 
without you I couldn't possibly know where 

in the world to start. 

Maybe if I left here 

and came to see you, 

would it make you cry 

to see the others again so blue? 

The top of my pen is lost on the floor, 

when I walk through the forest 

I can see you no more. 


STICKS AND STONES 


Words can make 
words can break 
sometimes a friendship 
words can take. 


Everyone loves 
and everyone hates, 
to each his own 
as we chose our mates. 


Words are shared 
and ideas thrown, 
pack your bags 
on your own. 


Walk the isle 
place your bet 
dive in head first 
without a net. 


There is a price to pay 
everything costs, 
everything gained 
means something lost. 


ACT, DON'T REACT 


Hey, you want to dance on fire? 

Follow me, 

I'll take you down. 

There are trees in my garden, 

flowers by the fence. 

I wanted more but didn't have the sense 
to wonder or to follow 

my dreams or my failures. 

Time blinks but reality is constant. 


HOW FAST... 


A man once asked me, 

"How fast can you die?" 

I replied "faster then death 

comes to an eagle pierced down 

in flight." 

There is no pain greater then life, 

and no cure faster then death. 

Love keeps us sane through the insanity. 


BRICK BLOCKS OF GRASS 


Footsteps walking 
people talking, 
pine trees in the wood. 


Devils I know 

angels I don't, 

today I'll stay but 

maybe tomorrow I won't. 


There's too many people 
sitting around my table 
and far too many that aren't. 


We need to recover the laughter 
of children playing together. 
The days when we thought 
we'd be joined forever. 


Brick buildings in the foreground 
quiet wooded oasis stands behind me. 
Balancing on the line leads no where. 


Different ladies 

talk of babies 

travelling the golden road 
into the wilderness. 


WOODEN 


Wooden tables 
wooden chairs, 
wooden bodies 
sitting there. 


Old friends 

and enemies 

sitting in a row, 

old dogs 

and green trees 

with snotty kids in tow. 


What appears blue 

is not really blue, 
mind images 

and games of chance. 


EATING SNOWFLAKES 


17000 worlds 

leading to the dream, 
17000 souls 

drowning in the stream. 
Yesterday was forever 
blue jeans, 

and silver dresses. 
Tomorrow is today all over 
bursting at the seams. 


Papers folded in my hands, 
horses of leather and lace 

no one lives to tell the story, 

no one gets out of this place. 
Lovers sit on a brown bench 
singing a familiar song. 

Ask the man in black and 

he'll tell you what's gone wrong. 


Maybe the world is closing 
to weed out the weak. 

If re-incarnation is reality 

I want to be a tear drop. 


I FORGIVE HER 


Unimaginable are the days when 
freedom comes at a cost to no one, 
a dollar is worth 100 pennies 

and love flows gently like a river. 
I forgive her. 

But can the gods of 

love and pain? 

Will they stop the rain 

for her? 

Will they slow the sea? 

It all seems silly to me. 


AN UNCARING FOOTSTEP 


Oh, how cowardly I am 

not to stand up and fight the beast. 

Instead I stay and get walked over. 

Now, now I know how the little flowers feel 
that struggle so hard to bloom in full 

only to get stomped on by an 

uncaring footstep. 


YOU GAVE ME NO CHOICE 


Come! 

It's to you I talk 
as creatures walk 
and flags fly high 
on the mountain. 


Come! 

There are things I need to show you. 
Look into my soul and see the scars, 
they are deep and hurtful, 

more plentiful then stars. 


Go! 

Take with you the knowledge 

that when forced to make a decision 

one can not help but suffer 

beyond all amounts previously thought possible. 


LITTLE BORDER 


There's a little border on my wall 
with dusty rose paint on top 

and pretty paper 

below it all. 

Sometimes I question 

why it's there, 

but usually I 

have other worries 

and just don't care. 


My walls they guard me 
and keep me safe, 

away from the pain and hate 
associated with this place. 


I LIT MY CANDLE 


I lit my candle from a lighter I found. 

It was a pretty blue and looked up at me from the ground. 
My candle said, "thanks, I'm glad to be glowing, 

can't you see, my joy is showing." 


The light from my candle glows night and day, 
it keeps me safe because it keeps the dark away. 
Even at midnight my candle's always there 
watching over me, keeping my path clear. 


My lighter, it's here too 

still painted in its pretty blue. 

And just in case my candle goes black, 

I'll flick my lighter and bring the love back. 


I lit my candle from a lighter I found, 
it was a pretty blue and looked up at me from the ground. 


DARK SHADOWS 


Dark shadows, 

take me away from all 

of this pain. I care not 

for any more of it. 

Death comes so easy. 

We don't even get a chance 

to fight for our lives. 

If hallowed be thy name, 

then why inflict us with 

this pain. The good always 

die before we are prepared 

to see them go. 

I loved him so. 

There was so much I had 

yet to learn. Now go away 

ye blackened misery devils 

and burn. I don't care for this 
life anymore. I want to see him 
again, and someday I will. Someday soon. 


IN THE MADNESS OF THE HOUR 


In the madness of the hour 

I see nothing that interests me. 
Fools and beggars can watch with fury 
but I, being neither, am lost 
all but a pen and a thought. 

If glowing hearts go 

blind with glory, 

can they still objectively 

see the world that they 

are a part of? 

Can a doctor who has spent 

a lifetime fixing minds, 

still keep his own from 
crumbling at his feet? 

I alone must witness 

the destruction of the disaster 
to which I have created. 

In the madness of the hour 

I see nothing that interests me. 
Old people with canes, babies 
with candy. Guns and toys 
are not a part of this new 
world order. 


SEEING THINGS 


I do not know 

why I see things 

the way I do. 

They just appear in 

pale flashes of light 

lost in the gale 

of something that isn't true. 

Not for me, and not even for you. 
Time is lost when days 

are kept on a leash. 


GO WITH HIM 


You wanna go for a ride? 
I'm not talking about just 
any cruise; I'm talking about 
a trip. 
Bring your family, 
anyone you know. 
Rain falls like distant thunder. 
Are you awake? 
Bullets fall like swift arrows. 
The stranger wants you, 
go with him. 
You'll bring back less 
then what you leave. 


MY BODY BAG 


Flesh from my garden, 
conductor of thoughts. 
Mirrored reflections. 
An old man, 

A young woman. 

My body bag is open, 
waiting for my death. 


The sun shines for beggars, 
laying stoned and alone. 

Hands of the hour, 

fluctuating, 

watch the girls sing. 

To whom do I owe this pleasure? 
"Uh, the pleasure is ours." 


Little boy expelled from school 
throws himself 


in playful passion. 


Come again. 


